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good-night kindly, and I did not see him again
till I came back from Rome.

If he had but asked me to come and see him
the next day! shown me a pencil sketch, and let
me see him lay a wash! He would have saved
me ten years of life, and would not have been
less happy in the close of his own. One can
only say, Such things are never to be; every
soul of us has to do its fight with the Untoward,
and for itself discover the Unseen.

So here I was at Leamington, trying to paint
twilight at Amboise, and meditating over the
Poissons, Fossiles, and Michael Angelo. Set
free of the Parade, I went to stay a few days
with my college tutor, Walter Brown, Rector
now of " Wendlebury," a village in the flats,
eleven miles north of Oxford. Flats, not
marshes: wholesome pastoral fields, separated
by hedges; here and there a haystack, a gate, or
a stile. The village consisted of twelve of fif-
teen thatched cottages, and the Rectory. The
Rectory was a square house, with a garden fifty
yards square. The church, close by, about four
yards high by twenty yards long, had a square
tower at the end, and a weather-cock.

Good Mr. Walter Brown had married an en-
tirely worthy, very plain, somewhat middle-aged
wife, and settled himself down, with all his
scholarship and good gifts, to promote the spirit-emorsefullyed for me. I wente,lain it
I could not help wondering at this.    How little
